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better look or to see it move again and then be ready-

to jump to a safer position, when I fired. The next I

saw of him he was scrambling on the ground through

the leaves and making for a hickory tree. I should

have let him have the second barrel, but when I saw

that he could not climb the tree on account of his

. crippled loot, I slid down and up a dirty gulley, nearly

fell over a fence, slipped over rocks, hurried to where

T heard a floundering in the leaves and when I got

there, found nothing.

"

Jini gripped the head of the squirrel, waiting for

the girl to laugh, but this was the first time she had

heard tlie story; she did not know that he had shot at

a squirrel or that he had even been out gunning that

day. And so instead of joining in the laughter with

the others, she quietly said, "And didn't you bring him
home?" More ammunition for the enemy, of course,

but supposing that she had heard it and laughed at

it so often that she had become indifferent to its many
repetitions and even bored, that he thought he would
give her something that would be quite different, al-

though exposing himself again to ridicule, and told

her in ihe hearing of his eager tormentors, the result

of the plan that I laid out for him.

"With all this talking and laughing and jibing, I

made up my mind to show everyone of you that I could

get that squirrel if I had to climb up the trees and
down the very holes after him; so Bob Thomas and I

went back to the same woods last week. I stood with
my back to the same hickory tree, and waited till the

first light of the day seeped down through the trees,

and then I saw, in an old dead chestnut tree, sixty

yards away, three shadows running up and down and
around and across—a whole flock of squirrels it

seemed to me, having the time of their lives chasing

one another, and like little Bo-Peep's returning sheep,

dragging their tails behind them.

"The shot, I knew, was too long, but if I moved
to get in range I knew, too, that I would lose them
from the tree. Bob had told me, after the other ex-

perience, that perhaps the No. 6 shot in my 16 gauge
gun was too light a load, so I was ready this time
ndth No. 5's.

"I watched the squirrels at their play till all three

ran out on the same short limb and had to turn to

come back. The temptation was too great, but the

shot hardly disturbed them. I shot again as one ran
down the trunk and that was the last I saw of them,

"I moved within range in case they should come
out agoin, but my watchful waiting was growing tire-

some when I heard something walking in the leaves

behini me; I listened and looked and looked until I

saw a fur coat about thirty yards away. There was a

fence mid-way between us, and I waited till I saw him
going up a little grassy bank, hoping that he would
show himself between the rails of the fence that I

might get an open shot at him. I did, but only crip-

pled him; as he started to run along the trunk of a

fallen tree, I knocked him off with my second shot,

but coming to the tree and expecting to find him lying

there, I found only spots of blood, and looking up, I

war surprised to see that he had made the trunk of

the tree from the other side and could walk the

I ranches without really having to climb.

"Just one eye, that was watching me, showed, and

a little swing of his tail. Moving out to a fair shoot-

ing distance, I fired and knocked him clear out of the

tree only to see him scrambling away again. It was

easy to catch up to him this time; so to finish him I

hit him several times on the head with the point of

the gun ; I took a light stick to give him a sharper

blow ; I kicked him on the head and in the face ; I

picked him up by the tail and hit his head against a

rock, but he lay there and looked at me with as pitiable

a look as I hope never to see again; as if to say,

'Please!' or, 'I've suffered enough, why are you do-

ing this?' and the answer came readily, indeed so

readily that its promptness shocked me, and with

sickening shame I knew that I was doing this for a

woman.
"It was then that I kicked him brutally, giving him

the kick that I should have received, and he landed

in a tiny stream that just about managed to tumble

over the mossy stones. Then I thought I had him, for

I tried to hold his head down under the water and
drown him, and there the piteous look left him for he

was at last driven to the wall and fighting desperately

for his breath; he sank his teeth into the toe of my
shoe but kicking him loose, he landed like a little half-

drowned rat, but the pity and fear were gone and in

their place a look of scorn and anger as if to say,

'You great big coward, why don't you take somebody
your size. I wish I could get at you."

. V ; "It was then that I felt sorry for him but it was too

late ; his tiny flanks were heaving like a bellows ; nor

had I the heart to hurt him further, and so, disgusted

with everything in general and with myself in par-

ticular, I left him there and walked down to the car.

I blew the horn as a signal for Bob to come down,
threw the gun on the running-board and sat there till

he came.

"I told him the whole thing and where the squirrel

was lying, surely dead by this time. I told him that

1 had shot my last squirrel, and that if I ever had to

shoot one again it would be with a rifle, but he only

laugh -'d and said that a rifle didn't kill them any
: rarer than a shot-gun, and then I swore that I was
through.' ,.,;.:, ;/.; '^^ :,.:,'-;.:/,:...- -^.--
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"Bob went up, found the squirrel and brought it

down; 1 was ashamed to look at it till I heard Bob
phout, 'Look here! His left foot has been shot be-

fore because the scars from the shot are here.' At
last I had my little squirrel that had come running
down the fence, that you all laughed and jibed about.


